The Tragedy 0/ Hamlet 

O a pit of clay for to be made 
for fuch a gueft is meet. 

£fo.There’s another,why may notthatbe the skull of a T • 
where be his quiddities now, his quillities, his cafes, his , ? 

and his tricks ? why does he fuffer this mad knave now to Uni?’ 
him about the fconce with a dirty fhovell.and will not tell h r 
hrs anions of battery ?hum : this fellow might be in’s time a p ° f 
buyer of land , with his ftatutes , his recognilances , his fines k 
double vouchers, his recoveries, to have his fine patefulIoffin S 
dirt : will vouchers vouch him no more of his purchafes and dou 
bles, than the length and bredth of a paire of Indentures ? the ve- 
ry conveiances of Jhis land will fcarcely lye in this boxe, and muft 
th’inheritorhimfelfehave no more? ha? 

Hera. Not a jot more my Lord* 

Ham. Is not parchment made of fheep-skins ? 

Her. I my Lord, and of calve-skins too- 

Ham. They are fheep and calves which feeke out a durance in 
that. IwilUpeaketothis fellow: Whofe grave’s this firrah? 

Clow • Mine fir, or a pit of clay for to be made. 

Ham. I thinke it’s thine indeed, for thou lyeft in’t. 

Clew. You lye out on’t fir, and therefore ’tis not yours : for my 
part I doe not lye in’t, yet it is mine. 

Ham. Thou aoft lye in’t,to bein’t and fay it is]thine,’tis for the 
dead, not for thequicke, therefore thou lyeft. 

Clow. ’Tis a quicke lye fir, ’twill againe from me to you. 

Ham. W hat man doeft thou digge it for ? 

Clow For no man fir.. 

Ham. W hac woman then ? 

Clow. For none neither. 

Ham. Whoisto be buried in’t ? 

Clow. One that was a woman fir, but reft her foule,fhee’s dead. 

Ham. How ablblute the knave is, we muft fpeakeby the card, or 
equivocation will undo us. By the Lord Horatio this j.yeeresl 
have took note of it, the age is grown fo picked, that the toe of the 
pelant comes fo neere the heele of the Courtier, he galls his kibe. 
How long haft thou been a Grave-maker ? 

Clow. Of the dayes i’th yeare I came to’t that day that our latt 
King Hamlet overcame Fortinbrajfe. ^ 


i 


[ prince of Dcnniarke* 

g.0. How long ;‘^^Lfbolec«tdIthatiitWM*« 

K jf a doe not 'tis no great matter there. 

S mil not be feen in himtherejthere are mows m** « *“• 
jiam. How came he mad ? 

Clow.Vz ry ftrangely they fay. 

Fakbeenmth lolinghiswics. 

w^yhere SSL*. U« «» Sexton heteman 

e/wrfps rhat will fcarce hold the laying in, aw 



ycere> or nine yeeic, * i at 

•water a great while, and your water is aforedecayerofyour 
oKealbody: here’saiull now hath lyen you itbe^l 

^^A^horfon^mad fellows it was, whofe do you think it was ? 
Ham.Nzy I know not. _ f 


Ham. This ? 

Clew. Een that. . _ . 

H^.Alas poor Yoricke ,1 knew him Horatio ,a fellow of infinite 
jeft,ofmoft excellent fancy, he hath bore me on his backe a thou- 
fand times , and now how abhorred in my imagination it is ? my 
gorge riles at it. Here hung thofe lips that I have kift I know not 
how oft: where bee your jibes now, your gamboles, your fongs, 
yourflafhesof merriment, that were wont to fet the table on a 

M roare ? 




